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tional 'costume' plays. Let us have more

CORRESPONDENCE
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We will not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree unth statements made in this department.

A.

At the request of the Reverend Lester
Leake Riley, Rector of the Zion Church
at Douglaston, Long Island, a part of
whose letter to HIKA is here printed,
there will appear in a forthcoming
issue a criticism by a represenative
Kenyon student of the book "The
Folklore of Capitalism" by Thurman
W. Arnold.
Editor, HIKA:
As an Alumnus of Kenyon, I am
intensely interested in the mind-stuff
nurtured in the Kenyon student _ of
today on this, our most sacred subject,
Capitalism.
The Church seems to have had its
day at Kenyon. I am too conscious
that you think of her as dear-old-grandmother-sit-by-the-fire. I think, however,
that there was, in the domination of
the Church at Kenyon, a moral leader
ship of a fine quality of life, even if
it had a touch of ecclesiastical narrow
ness. At any rate, that is the reflection
of my Kenyon experience. Now I am
looking most eagerly, believe me, for
evidence of superior moral leadership
under the present trend of Kenyon
administration.
American business proudly proclaims
that it gathers in the cream of youth's
brains and ability'—and so it does—good
luck to its enterprise, say I ! This
Kenyon alumnus, however, wishes to
find a yardstick by which to measure,
if possible, present-day Kenyon idealism
as it is nurtured under the aegis of
Kenyon's business domination. That is
an entirely legitimate and worthy quest.
Now, dear Mr. Editor, will you cooper
ate with a Kenyon alumnus in the
undertaking of this little laboratory
experiment. And will you make it a
Pr°ject and publish the findings
tally in a forthcoming issue of HIKA.
With all good wishes to you, and
success to your enterprise, I am
Sincerely,
Lester Leake Riley.

To the Editors of HIKA:
The entire community is deeply in
debted to all those responsible for bring
ing to the Memorial Theatre the
"Kermesse Heroique." Two points about
the offering should be emphasized.
A surprisingly large number of the
students understood the French text: at
any rate their applause and apprecia
tion seemed to be independent of the
English script occasionally flashed. This
is certainly gratifying, and warrants
other opportunities to hear French out
side class.
The Flanders picture was sheer de
light to anyone acquainted with Flemish
and Spanish art. The great masters
came to life. Every detail was convinc
ingly authentic, and one could see the
picture many times before noticing all
the devices of composition, light and
shade, and historical realism. It was
this intimate connection with great art
that lifts this picture above the conven-

IN ....
Next HIKA
A fine poem by
Roberta Teale Swartz
Wife of Kenyon's President

J. L. BRINING NEWS CO.

It is good to know that the Cohege
will give us another foreign film some
time soon. Let us all patronize it in
such a way that there will be no doubt
about the advisability of adding to Col
lege equipment the very best films that
can be got.
And introductions of fine symphonic
music will, let us hope, be guarantee
that there will be no crooning when we
settle back in our chairs for three hours
of such solid satisfaction as the College
gave us in December.
W. P. Reeves

The following letter, which reached
us anonymously before the recent
dance, should lead some Kenyon men to
smile smugly.
DEAR SIRS:
I want to take this means of expres
sing my thanks to the persons responsi
ble for developing the idea of a March
dance for which every Kenyon man who
wants a date will be able to afford one.
I also want to enter a plea which I
already fear is futile. In the past there
have always been individuals who said
they thought they wouldn't go to the
dance, eitner because they were "broke"
or because they had come up against
too many complications with girls they
had asked. Actually they were neither,
broke nor unable to get dates, but just
too lazy to try. And invariably when
dance week-end arrived they were there,
ready to snatch the dates of some of
the others of us who perhaps had less
"on the hall" and had had to work hard
to get ours.
I have contracted for a date with one
of the young ladies which the college
plans to import if the present plans for
a March dance materialize. But I am
almost afraid to hope that she will be
a "queen."
Why can't these "spoilers," if they
want a good time without working too
hard for it, sign up for blind dates for
the dance and take their chance along
with the rest of us?
Sincerely

OUR KEY MAKER
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Colorful Past

W

E have come across evidence in the annals
of Kenyon to show that Gambier's inter
esting past has been colorful in yet another way than we had hitherto suspected. In
1859, Bishop Mcllvaine, on a visit to his son
who was studying at Gambier, found much feel
ing here because the Chaplain of the Divinity
School would not permit a certain person studying
there to receive the Holy Communion with the
rest of the students, but rather required him to
wait until all the others had communicated and
then to go alone to the altar. The Bishop, who had
originally planned to preach on Sunday, excused
himself from that and chose to sit instead in the
Chapel and at a place next to where this person
was sitting apart from the others. When the
time came for the administering of the Lord's
Supper, the Bishop waited while the clergy com
municated, then arose and motioned to this man
to accompany him to the altar. Side by side the
two received the Communion, and by the Bishop's
example the whole matter was tactfully closed.
We imagine, however, that Gambier's only colored
student was grateful to his dying day.

Films for Kenyon
If only students will use their imagination in
offering their choices for moving pictures to be
shown on the Hill after the installation of Ken
yon s motion picture equipment, the entire college
will get real pleasure not so much from seeing
flashed before them merely the best of HollyWood s late pictures as from certain other pictures
of merit. Rather will they see pictures like the
hrench "Mayerling" and pictures which they could
not see at other theaters, pictures made at various
times during the past two decades which, in the
tight of subsequent changes in customs, in dress,
and in methods of filming,
should be almost as
fascinating as some rare old documents. We
imagine that the student body would derive many
a chuckle from a picture made to reflect the spirit
of the late 20's—the days of jazz, short skirts, and
bobbed hair. Perhaps then we would appreciate
the change which has been wrought so subtlely
•n movies these past few years.
December 1937

"Basic English"
This complex language of ours, with its extensive vocabulary and its irregular word endings,
has for generations been a serious stumbling block
in the way of lower class immigrants trying to
make a living in a strange new land. For them,
a simplified English, known as Basic English, and
having a vocabulary of only 800 words, mostly
of one syllable, has been conceived which they can
learn in a short time. This language classifies all
its words in three broad groups without use of
the parts of speech. As this was the first time we
had seen our mother tongue so boiled down, we
shuddered to think how disastrous such a short
cut method would be if adopted in our primary
schools.

In Lighter Vein
At long last has come to Kenyon the man whom
all have sought. Realizing our obligation to the
student assembly, we hope to disseminate here
with the great teaching of one who knows the
secret of success with women. We are given to
believe that a great amount of research has been
involved before any public statement was made.
Our psychology professor has left no doubt
in our minds but that one does not have to be
a football hero to get along with the beautiful
girls. On the contrary, he tells us, it is the man
with the artistic sense that has women swooning.
Don't bore them with sports chatter and other
men's subjects, but give them some of that stuff
called culture that Kenyon is supposed to imbue
in her every son. Be able to discuss music and
the arts with them and they are as good as yours.
To win the woman of your dreams, merely con
verse on the subject of the color of the draperies
in her boudoir and then be ready to take posses
sion (of the girl, we mean).
But we warn you, don't let any other Kenyon
man over-hear such a discourse. HIKA refuses
to be responsible for any consequences so derived.
Nor will it take the blame for any failure. We
do say, however, that if this doesn't work, either
our information is wrong or you had better hole
in somewhere and become a hermit.
5
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Intelligence Test
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j 4.The prevailing Saturday night dinner in the
j Commons is:
a. Pork, beans, and boiled potatoes.
b. Ham, spinach, and diced creamed potatoes.
c. Roast humming-bird's tongues, Brussel
sprouts, and truffles.
d. Boiled beef, boiled potatoes, boiled cab
bage, and a second helping of boiled
potatoes.
e. Cheese fondu, apricot salad, and "youname-it."
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CHURCH OF THE HOLY SPIRIT
1. The most popular song heard on the campus
the past few weeks was:
a. I'll Be Back in a Flash With a Fish
b. Kenyon's Fighting Song.
c. Bie Mir Bist du Shoen.
d. I'm Just a Bird in a Gilded Cage.
e. My Dear Miss DuShane.
2. One of the following is not a student (enrolled)
at Kenyon:
a. Scudder
b. Wilson
c. Manz
d. Spurgeon
e. Winslow
3. It shouldn't be hard to find the false statement
among the following:
a. Dr. Schank is the owner of an orange and
yellow car.
b. Dr. Ashford's is the only cigarette holder
on the Hill these days.
c. Rudy Kutler has a female girl child.
d. Dr. Thornton has recently taken the fatal
step.
e. Kenyon at last seems to be getting a set of
motion picture equipment.
6

Kenyon

5. The course, Mental Measurement,
offered, comes under the heading of:
a. Physics 51, 52
b. Snap 5, 6
c. Mathematics 31, 32
d. Psychology 36
e. Art 10

when

6. If you wanted a key to your room you would
first have to get an order from :
a. Rocky Chalmers
b. Butch Gould
c. Philena Taylor
d. Ten per cent White, ex-office, in Florida
e. George Shaffer
7. If you were directed to AS 043, you would
wind up:
a. Behind the eight ball.
b. In the HIICA office.
c. On Bessy's lap.
d. In Art West's telephone booth.
e. The chapel clock.
8. The oldest thing on the Hill is:
a. Curly Foland
b. Old Kenyon
c. Marriott Park
d. Coffee Shop pie
e. Featherhead's jokes
(Answers on page 20)
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An Adventure in Red
By Francis II. Boycr

I

opened the door and my eyes strained to
few audiences and those that he did give were
pierce the darkness of the room before me.
under circumstances such as mine. No one had
Slits of sunlight straining through Venetian
ever seen him under bright lights. No one could
blinds revealed a massive room, painted in black
describe him. No one knew him. At any rate, his
with blood-red border at the ceiling. Cutting a
letter had enclosed a check to cover my traveling
far corner was a large desk table, which the rays
expenses — would I please come?
of sunlight were unable to reach. Behind it in the
There I was, one month out of Smithville. Just
darkness of the corner sat a figure. Yes, this must
why, T didn't know. Newspapermen will do
be he, the most powerful man in Maltavia. I had
strange things for a good story. I realized more
traveled two thousand miles to receive the impres
than ever in that dark room that I didn't know
why I was in Maltavia.
sion. Photographers had never been able to get
"I suppose, Mister Crocker, you are wondering
close enough to him so catch a good picture, and
room, could do no
why you are here?
betted than their cam
No doubt," he con
eras. I wondered . . .
tinued, without giv
SANS COMPREHENSION
ing
me a chance to
"Sit down, Mister
tell
him
what a damn
The stars sing their celestial melody—
Crocker." issued from
A
million
voices
raised
in
single
song,
fool
I
was
for coming.
the corner in a deep
And wise astronomers give thoughtful ear
"Now
see,
let's
gutteral goice. Was
4 s each choirboy goes twinkling along.
Mister
Crocker
.
. ."
it possible that this
They shimmer in an ecstacy of glee
was the same voice
I didn't like the
At each sagacious fathers muddled thought,
And merrily they start another chant
that millions of ears
way he kept repeat
As each bold calculation goes for naught.
had heard , on the
ing my name. He
Then would you try to delve the secrets
radio? I looked about
it
out with an omin
there
for a place to sit.
ous meaning. "You
Where each star hangs, full=lighted, in its
Evidently the most
weren't you, Mister
place?
Come, would you try to read the thoughts of
convenient and ex
were born in 1901,
man
pected place was on
Crocker? Yes, yes. of
By simple speculation on his face?
the floor at his feet.
course, you were.
Damn him. I'd sit at
—William P. Gram.
You went to college
no one's feet!
and majored in langu
ages. Lately, you've
"Over in the oppo
been
working
as
a
reporter
on
a small town news
site corner you will find a chair, Mister Crocker."
paper
in
the
States.
Ah,
you
are
probably wonder
Eor God s sake, what kind of an animal was this
ing
now,
mister
Crocker,
how
I
know so much
before me? Did he expect me to carry on a conabout
you?
Yes,
yes,
no
doubt.
I
have
here a full
yei sation with him twenty yards away? I found
report
on
your
life,
Mister
Crocker.
We
always do
the chair he offered. It was a tall Victorian Period
everything quite thoroughly, Mister Crocker—in
and made a person feel definitely uncomfortable,
Maltavia. Mister Crocker, will you please say
f shifted uneasily about, waiting for him to say
something? Anything at all—it doesn't make any
something. I'd be damned if I was going to start
difference, anything at all . . ."
the conversation. After all, he had sent for me.
Stolvoy's manner disarmed me—not only dis
About a month before, I had received a letter
armed me, but stilled my tongue for the moment.
flelivered by one of his foreign diplomats. The
And that is something in a reporter of my few
etter had not been at all revealing. It had merely
years.
stated in an informal manner that His Excellency,
"Mister Crocker, are you dumb or have you
the Dictator of Maltavia, desired to see me and
gone to sleep? Talk, man, talk!"
would I please find it convenient to come to his
That was all I needed. So he wanted me to say
country. I knew that he had come suddenly into
something
did he?
Power, had done everything to incense the world
agamst him. Yet, he seemed to have the citizens
"Listen, Excellency, or whatever you're sup
°f his little country in the palm of his hand. The
posed to be called. 1 want you to remember that
sti iking thing about Stolvoy was that he gave very
I'm an American, and that I'm not to be ordered
December 1937
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around to suit your convenience. Furthermoic,
I don't know why in Hell I ever came to this
place. I don't like the climate, I don't like the food,
and I don't like you. So, if you'll excuse me, I'll
be leaving and you can have your damned check.
I'll pay my own expenses and charge this up to bad
experience and bad judgment."
I got up and started toward the door. Stolvoy
didn't budge an inch.
"Mister Crocker, you've got spunk!" he said in
a somewhat softer voice. "I like spunk. Just a
minute."
Reaching the door, I grasped the knob and
needed only a touch to know that the door had
been locked. I walked over to his desk. The figure
behind didn't move an inch. If only I had had a
gun, I could have killed him—been a martyr to a
bunch of dirty expatriated Maltavians.
"Well, Stolvoy, this reception is getting on my
nerves. In my country we do everything in the sun
light. I don't like the darkness here. Tell me what
you want of me and let's get this thing over with.
1 want to catch the noon train out of this place."
"Mister Crocker, we have watched you for
months. You were selected from a large group of
courageous Americans to perform a great service
for Maltavia. We know your abilities, we know
your hot temper and, Mister Crocker, there is
considerable resemblance betwee . . . However,
that is unimportant to you. How much money
would you want to risk your life—with almost
certain death awaiting in this task? What is your
life worth to you, Mister Crocker?"
My life! What the deuce was the guy talking
about? Why should I have wanted to risk my
life for him or Maltavia? Yet—if the job wasn't
too unreasonable. . .
"Never mind the price 011 my life, Stolvoy,
what's the job ?"
"Ah, that is good. You will do it—yes? That
will be all, Mister Crocker. You can take your
afternoon train back to France and America.
Good day, Mister Crocker. I am very tired. Good
day and good luck. You will receive your check
when you arrive home. Yes, Mister Crocker—
when you arrive home."
The door of the dictator's office opened and
two uniformed figures awaited my exit as they
had my entrance. I walked hastily from the mad
man's office. The place was a mad house! I got
out of the building as quickly as possible. At the
curb was a large limousine, American made, with
the Maltavian coat-of-arms spread all over its
doors. As 1 came down the palace steps, a
uniformed figure held the car door, evidently for
me.
"No thanks, buddy, I'll walk. I've had enough
of this crazy organization."
8

"It is His excellency's wish that we drive you
home, Excellency."
I didn't like the sound of this "Excellency"
business. "Get out of here! I'm walking."
I remember the chauffeur walking a few steps
with me. He tried to persuade me that he had
orders. Evidently he had, and I suffered in the
execution of them. At any rate, the next thing I
recall was bumping roughly over some country
road in the back seat of the limousine.
"Where the devil are we going?" I yelled
through the speaking tube.
"To catch your boat, Excellency."
Oh, well, if the whole outfit were mad, what
did I care. I was on my way home— that was
something at least—on my way home. What the
devil had Stolvoy meant when he said, "You will
receive your check—when you arrive home?"
Suddenly, a loud report startled me. I ducked
to the bottom of the car as it swerved down the
road, and fully expected that my chauffeur had
been hit by a bullet from some bitter Maltavian.
"So sorry, Excellency," came from the muchalive chauffeur, "but we have a flat tire."
For God's sake! I would go screwy, too. Had
a case of nerves already! The car came to a stop.
1 got out, expecting to have to show the foreigner
how to change the tire.
"Ah, no, Excellency. You rest. I shall have it
changed in 110 time. When the 'City of London'
sails from Le Havre in an hour and a quarter you
are to be on it."
I looked at my watch. It was a quarter to four.
"How far are we from Le Havre?"
"Sixty miles, Excellency."
"Sixty miles! I'll miss that boat! Can you make
sixty miles in an hour and a quarter, Fritz, or
whatever in thunder your name is?"
"I shall try, Excellency, but it will take a few
minutes to change this tire. You know, Excel
lency, the roads are not too good in this part of
France."
I lighted a cigarette and tried to appear cool as
Fritz rushed to get that tire changed so we could
continue our race to Le Havre.
"It is ready, Excellency, we can proceed."
So we proceeded, and at a dizzy pace. Fritz
was right about the road. I have never had a
rougher ride.
Five o'clock, and we were just outside Le Havre.
Then traffic—small streets—and finally Fritz, in a
quarter that was familiar to him> sighted an old
friend, necessitating our pulling up to the curb,
despite my protests, while the two exchanged pro
tracted greetings and arranged for a meeting at a
tavern after Fritz had seen me safely off. The re
sult of all this was that we arrived at the pier ten
(Continued on page 18)
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The Young Highlander
By the Rt. Rev. Philander Chase, D. D.

I A/ "The Religious Souvenir" a aift book sumntuously printed in black and red, with steel
engravings, and bound in stamped morocco,
gilt edged, but without date or publisher, there
appeared the following essag by Bishop Chase,
written at Robin's Nest, Illinois, in March, 1839.
—William Peters Reeves.

F

ORTY years since, the traveling-by land, from
New York to Albany, was so toilsome and
tedious, that many preferred the precarious
chance of going in the small sloops up the North
River. These slight vessels were so poorly provided
and the winds often so adverse, that more than
a week was frequently occupied in the passage.
Every tide, however, set them forward a little,
even with the wind ahead: so that the voyage
was not hopeless. The writer of this remembers,
with singular minuteness, a voyage made in this
manner in the year 1798, soon after his ordination.
One of its occurrences afforded an example of
the power of sympathy, more remarkable th.an
he had, at that time, ever witnessed. May it prove
useful to others, as he trusts it has been to him.
1 he sloop in which he embarked had but a few
passengers, except a large company of High
landers, who, in their native dress, had taken their
station in the hold, with the privilege of coming
on deck at their pleasure. They spoke only in
their own Highland tongue, and this circumstance
kept them aloof for some time from the cabin
passengers. One day the only individual among
them who spoke English at all addressed the
writer in respectful terms, and enquired as to the
best mode of getting a livelihood in America. In
answering so reasonable a question, made in be
half of so many simple-hearted and efficient men,
just arrived in the country, it was evidently neces
sary to enquire whither they were going', and
what had been their occupation. The reply was
that all intended to stop in Albany, with the ex
ception of one, who wished to go to his brother,
living on the Merrimack River in New England.
I hey were informed that this person ought to
have gone to his brother by the way of Boston,
as Newburyport was the place of his destination.
I his being reported to the company, they all
gathered round the writer, and though their in
terpreter, asked many questions, which resulted
111 the advice, that on their arrival ill Albany, they
should find some one to address a letter to their
countryman on the Merrimack, and await his
December 1937

reply, which would doubtless contain directions as
to the best way of joining him. Moreover, he per
haps himself, on hearing that so near a relative
had actually arrived, would come in person, and
bring him to his home.
This advice proved satisfactory, especially to the
young Highlander, who immediately, and with
many gesticulations, denoting great earnestness,
begged the writer to frame a letter for him to his
brother, that it might be in readiness for the post,
as soon as they should reach Albany. It may be
supposed that a request so proper in itself, and so
patriotically urged, was not disregarded, especially
as there was leisure, and the time hung heavy
on the protracted passage. Having learned the
names and residence of his parents, and heard him
feelingly respond to every enquiry about brothers,
sisters, and other friends in his native Scotland,
the letter was duly prepared and the young High
lander came to hear it interpreted.
And here the writer cannot but pause, and be
deeply affected, as faithful memory brings from far
distant years the countenance and gestures of this
very extraordinary person, as he drank in the
words, and felt the sentiments of the simple and
affectionate epistle of brother to brother. It
seems, he thought it more than human that any
one could know the feelings of his fraternal bosonp
or having no actual acquaintance with the dear
objects of his affection, describe them in the same
lovely features which his own warm heart por
trayed.
During the process of interpretation,
which was probably done in language far more ex
pressive than any which the writer had used, he
would seize his interpreter's hand and embrace it,
then, throwing himself on his knees, burst into
tears of grateful astonishment, at hearing words
which represented so exactly what was at that
time passing within his own heart.
This was noted at the time as remarkable, but
no thought was entertained of the effect which this
excess of passion might produce, in case of disap
pointment. The result will show that our feelings,
even those of the tenderest class, need the govern
ing. overruling hand of religion, and the fear of
God, to make them subservient to our real good.
Like the elements, when governed, they are use
ful and beautiful; but left to themselves, unsub
dued by holy fear, a devout submission- to our
heavenly Father's will, they break forth, and with
(Continued on page 12)
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Consolation Romance
By F. Harsh/nan Miller

J

OHNNY had had a few drinks too many. That
was probably why he had made a pass at that
cute little waitress who worked in one of the
side street restaurants; that was more than likely
the explanation for his taking a sock at the swarthy
Greek who ran the joint. It was undoubtedly why
he found himself in jail this particular morning
with a terrific hangover.
Sitting on the edge of the stool in the corner
of the cell, his head in his hands, Johnny was
mentally re-living the events of the past twentyfour hours. It had all started with the letter from
home yesterday. He had been looking for some
time now for that envelope—a small white one
with his name and address in green, precisely
made letters. Anxiously he had torn it open, only
to find—
"Dear Johnny,
The time has come when I can no longer deceive
you. There is really no point in our going on in
this way any longer; it isn't fair to either of us.
To make it as brief as possible, I have found someone
else for whom I think I care, so I think the best
thing we can do is call the whole affair off and for
get any plans that we have made. I'm really terribly
sorry, but that's the way it stands.
Good luck,
Betty"

That short note had been the starting gun for
the race of treachery and woe that had ended
here in jail. He was despondent, sick, and oh,
what a head he had! At the moment he felt as
if he hadn't a friend in the world.
As a confirmation to his doubts a brass-buttoned
figure in blue strode up to interrupt his thoughts.
"Come on, fella, the judge wants to see you."
Slowly he rose and followed the officer down
the row of caged public offenders, down a long,
dim corridor, and through a door into the Common
Pleas courtroom. Johnny sat down automatically
and stared at the floor while the cases before his
were disposed of in a rapid, mechanical manner.
"No. 13947, John Parker, charged with dis
orderly conduct."
Johnny stood and faced the judge.
"Anything to say, young man ?"
"Nothing, your honor. I wish to plead guilty."
"Ever been arrested before?"
"No sir."
d here followed a short lecture on gentlemanly
behavior, and finally
the judge decreed, "Fine,
$25; $15 suspended."
10

Back at school again after paying his fine—
which had left him with only $1.75 until the first
of the month, Johnny was thankful that no one
had heard of his escapade. It wouldn't go so well
with the family if lie got kicked out of school
111 the last semester of his senior year. But the
ache that Betty had caused was little soothed
by this. He was aware of a kind of barrenness
about him. Perhaps he would feel better if he
were to talk the whole thing over with his room
mate.
As he entered his room, Charlie, his roommate
and best friend, glanced up from the paper he
was reading and greeted him with a "Well, where
have you been?" look, but merely said, "Hi,

Johnny."

Johnny got right to the point. "Say, Charlie,
I d like to talk something over with you if you're
not too busy."
"Sure thing, John. What's on your mind?"
"Well, you know how I feel about Betty. 1
had a letter from her yesterday, and, in a word,
she's thrown me over for some other fellow. What
should I do about it?"
"Johnny," said Charlie after a moment's re
flection, "I don't like to say it, but there doesn't
seem to be a damned thing you can do about it.
After all, if she likes this other fellow better than
you, certainly there's nothing you could do that
would make her change her mind. The only thing
for you to do is to forget her or at least to ignore
her. I hen if she still really cares she'll find it out
and you 11 soon know. If she doesn't, then you're
better off by not thinking about her."
Johnny was not convinced. "But Charlie, how
can I? I love the girl. You 'know that we had
planned to get married this summer. Why, I've
never even thought of living without her as a
part of my life. But now—. I'm not the type of
person who can bury himself in his books to the
exclusion of everything else."
"Hook, Johnny, there are really a lot of nice
girls here on the campus. Maybe you could get in
terested in one of them and forget about Betty.
Why don t you let me try to get you a date for the
house dance Friday night?"
"No thanks, old man. I'm sure that it would
only make me feel worse. I couldn't enjoy my
self and certainly wouldn't he good company for
anyone else."
HIKA for

During the next few days Johnny had lots oi
time for brooding. Work was at the low tide it
usually reached just after the beginning of the
second semester, so that there was little else to
do but think. For Johnny, those days held only
a dull pain somewhere inside of him.
By Saturday evening he was starting to become
accustomed to that ache and was at least able to
smile at some of his fraternity brothers and friends.
Hie even decided that he would go down to the
dance and have a look around.
The dance was very ordinary—the uneventful
kind that occurred every week on the campus.
There seemed to be a continual argument over
the selection of records: "We've already played
that one three times." "Let's have some swing
music.
" 1 hat's too fast." So the remarks ran.
Johnny wandered around for awhile, found it
rather disappointing, and went upstairs to his
room to be alone. Why couldn't he enjoy it with
the rest of the fellows? But of course none of
them had lost his girl; their plans, hopes and
dreams hadn't been shattered the way his had.
Besides, they all had dates. But he didn't want
a date; it would only remind him all the more of
what he was trying to forget.
His thoughts were disturbed by the entrance of
his roommate.
Say, Jolmny, do me a favor, will you? I just
got a wire from Sis saying that she will stop off
heie tomorrow on her way back to school. We
have a steak roast planned for the afternoon and
I d like to have you bring her along. How about
it?"
Well, Charlie, I'd like to oblige you, but I—"
Fine. 1 hen it's a date. See you in the morning,
I ve got to get back to the dance now."
Johnny wanted to say something but saw the
door close behind Charlie.
He shrugged his
shoulders and decided to go to bed.
Sunday noon found Johnny wishing he had
fiatl y refused to go along. His melancholy seemed

to be getting worse again, but it was too late to
back out now; he couldn't let Charlie down.
Shortly after two o'clock Charlie brought her
around.
"Jane, this is Johnny Parker, my roomie."
"I'm very pleased to meet you"—this in a tinkl
ing voice accompanied by a charming smile.
"How do yon do." But the smile was lost on
Johnny's inward gloom. He did notice, however,
that she had a gay sparkle in her eyes—the kind
that he remembered seeing in Betty's eyes when
she had welcomed him home for a vacation. Betty.
— Hell, why did she have to keep popping into
his thoughts?
Later that afternoon he was rather glad that
he had come. Jane wasn't at all the type he had
expected—not gabby as Jim Forbes' cousin had
been that time he had dated her last fall. If he
wanted to talk, Jane readily upheld her end of
the conversation, and if he sank back into a mo
ment's morbid meditation, she didn't bother him.
It was on the whole rather an enjoyable afternoon.
That night, as he went to bed, lie admitted to him
self that he was almost sorry she had gone. She
had made him feel better than he had felt since
the black day when Betty's letter had come. He
even decided he'd like to see her again.
During the next two weeks there was an ex
change of letters between Johnny and Jane. In
none of them did either more than mention ac
tivities and studies. One thing was revealed, how
ever. It was decided that it would be "awfully
nice" if Johnny went to see her on a Sunday after
noon.
That proved to be another de
lightful afternoon like the first,
but it had the effect of removing
all self pity from Johnny's mind.
As a matter of fact, not since that
day did he think of Betty. The
result of the trip was that Johnny
accepted an invitation to attend
the spring parties at Jane's school
the next week-end.
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As he was driving back to school late that even
ing his mind was in a turmoil. Did lie really like
Jane? It hardly seemed possible that he could
enjoy himself when his heart was still suffering
from the blow Betty had given it. Of course,
Jane was an awfully nice girl, but it had alwa\
been Betty and Betty alone with him. Well, if
he was changing now, he had probably never
really cared for her anyway. Deciding that the
whole affair was something of a consolation ro
mance, he dismissed it from his mind and forced
his concentration to the road.
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The dance at Jane's school on Saturday night
of the following week was the usual crowd of
girls, giggling and sighing over in a corner while
rheir gentlemen friends looked very stiff and bored.
Johnny's opinion of the whole week-end was that
it was ordinary, but he enjoyed himself when he
was with Jane. And Sunday night before he left,
her beauty and personality finally made their im
pression on him. It was as he was leaving. Hie
noticed again that little sparkle in her eyes, but
this time did not compare it with Betty's. They
looked at each other, and, as if that were some
sort of signal, he took her in his arms. He kissed
her and she responded to him readily. It seemed to
start a small fire somewhere inside of him. He
was definitely aware that his heart was crowd
ing his adam's apple for space. Then he was
answering her breathless, high and unsteady
"Goodbye" in a voice that was muffled and rather
husky.
Back at school, Johnny's friends were surprised
that he was happy; he was friendly with everyone.
Once again he became "good ole Jawlm". Jane
was everywhere in his thoughts; Betty was tem
porarily forgotten. But that was the one thing
that worried him. He was afraid of that word
"temporarily." He recalled the old saying, "out
of sight, out of mind." Perhaps when he saw her
again his longing for her would return. Spring
Vacation would tell the tale.
Consequently, when Charlie asked him to spend
Easter with him, especially because Jane would
like to have him come, he refused. He would
only have to see Betty to find out if he still had
that old feeling for her.
When he got home, Fate seemed to lead him
around, for on the second night he was there he
saw her. She was sitting at a corner table in one
of the town's night spots. As Johnny walked past
she looked up and spoke to him; he nodded and
moved on. Then, standing at the bar, he glanced
at her occasionally, hoping that it would tell him
what he really felt. Did he still care for her, or
was his feeling for Jane the real thing? He had
never been so full of doubt before. Cautiously
he watched her for some time, comparing little
mannerisms that he knew so well—the way her
eyes shone, but shone for someone else now, the
way she raised her eyebrows when she said some
thing cute, the way the wrinkles in her nose be
came active when she was being flattered—all
those things that had once been for him alone.
What was his reaction? He was sure of one thing
only: he experienced none of the emotions that he
had expected—no regret, anger or hurt submission.
After she left he pondered for some time over
his beer. Then, seeming to have reached a decision,
he got up and left. On his way out he stopped
to make a phone call.
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Early next morning a sleepy-eyed Charlie was
greeted at the door by a Western Union boy.
"Telegram for Mr. Charles Reed."
Charlie scrawled his name in the space allotted
on the boy's pad, then tore open the wire and
squinted at its brief message. It read:
"Arrive this afternoon. Tell Jane to save me couple dates.
Johnny"

The Young Highlander
(Continued from page 9)
resistless force consume or overwhelm all we hold
most dear.
Business detained the writer in Albany for
several weeks. One day, passing the house of a
friend, a native of Scotland, he heard the bell of
the church to which that friend belonged, tolling
a funeral knell. Stepping in, he enquired who of
the congregation were dead.
"A young Highlander," was the reply; "He died
of mere grief and disappointment."
He then related how he had left the land of his
birth to find a brother, had missed the direct route
and come to Albany, instead of going to the Mer
rimack River, where his brother resided; how
some one had written a letter for him to that
brother, which he had sent, and long awaited the
answer. I his ardently desired letter arrived only
two days since, but alas, instead of being the
messenger of good news, it bore tidings that his
brother had been dead for several months!
"O, sir, this is not all ; the poor young man, on
hearing that his brother was indeed dead, and that
he must never see him more, was so overcome
with grief, that he fell dead on the spot. And this
is the funeral, which we Scotchmen, who love one
another better than you Yankees do, are now
called to attend."
So saying, he left the writer to his own sad re
flections. The facts, as here recited, made a deep
impression on his mind. During the lapse of many
years, they have not ceased to produce very ser
ious meditations on the uncertainty of human life,
and, above all, on the duty of holding ourselves
bound, as with an oath of fealty, to submit to God's
will, in all our plans and expectation of happiness;
and never to weave the web of our expected en
joyment with our own hands and so intensely
that, if broken, we shall be left without resource,
or plunged into despair. The lesson of submission
is taught in mercy; and it is for our own interest,
as well as the dictate of necessity and duty, to say
to our Heavenly Father, "Thy will be done."
HIKA for
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AROED is a determining
factor in the mood with
which Kenyon men begin
their day. If yours is the habit
of rising at seven thirty-five for
breakfast on weekdays, you will
know what we mean. Eor when
occasionally you waste a moment
dressing, Harold will be the one
to turn you away from the door
of the Great Hall.
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building of models of various
things and particularly of air
planes. By the time of his arrival
on the scene at Gambier he had
probably decided that he wanted
to learn more about airplanes and
aviation. At any rate, in his soph
omore year he took the course in
aeronautics offered by the col
lege. Harold, being of a mathe
matical bent anyway, thought he
would like to become an aero
nautical engineer, so he chose
math for his major and took
physics and those other subjects
which he felt would help to pre
pare him for that type of work.

There have been head waiters
\\
/
La*s£-~.
who took a certain glory in
«fffrtyjux
WaMSsNP"
thwarting last minute risers of
their breakfast and in high
handedly motioning them away as
HAROLD LEWIS CULLINGS
they peered through the little
A member of the Senior
window in the door at seven fortyCouncil,
he has served on the Ex
six. But not Harold. He just tells
ecutive Committee and the Pan-Hellenic Council
us firmly and good-naturedly that we're too late.
as well. This year he is president of the
And the same kind of treatment goes for the
Math Club, an interested group under the super
waiters, though they must be harder to deal with
vision of Dr. Burner which meets at intervals to
than the rest of us students. He tells us that either
discuss mathematical topics and to listen to
they're there on time or they don't wait table, but
speakers on related subjects. The club is a con
We imagine it's not as simple as all that. Then too,
genial one; we remember seeing its members start
conciliating between the waiters and Bessie (he
off for a picnic supper in the woods one fine after
admits) is the hardest part of his job, but it is a
noon last fall.
part, we notice,, for which his good nature and even
temper make him well qualified.
Of Erie, Pennsylvania, where he first saw the
light of day, he remembers almost nothing at all,
having moved away from there at a very early
age. He grew up in Cleveland and \\ illoughby,
Ohio, and shortly after his graduation from high
school at the latter place his family moved again,
this time to Port Jervis, New York, and there
Harold has lived ever since.
In high school he had developed as a hobby the
December 1937

Harold has worked hard the last few summers
and expects to have to work even harder when he
leaves Kenyon. Already he has fair assurance of
a good position. His application is entered with
the Luscombe Engineering Company, an aero
nautical school in Trenton, New Jersey, and he
plans to go there during the Easter vacation to
look the place over as well as to be looked over.
But he's taking no chances of being caught short.
He has other irons in the fire, too.
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Shellshock
By William P. Gram

T"J

OMENY stumbled into the town. His khaki
uniform was in tatters and dusty with the
powdered stone that hung" over wrecked
buildings and riddled streets to form a thick, grey
haze in the air. He was tired—tired and hungry.
But he was home! At last he was home ! How
long he had been walking or how he had managed
to find his way here, he didn t know. Everything
had been vague, timeless—placeless, ever since
lie had broken away from his line of duty there at
the front. Somehow, he had lived through the
explosion of that shell in the very midst of his
company's dugout, and had regained conscious
ness to see the last of his buddies lying dismem
bered in the dust.
But they were lucky. Now they wouldn't have
to die the slow death of starvation with which
he was faced. He shuddered to think that their
bodies would not lie long in dust. He knew now
that had he stayed there he would have gone rav
ing mad.
No, Romeny would never forget that last scene
in the dugout—not with the torture of blood
pounding through his brain in a throbbing crescendo that drummed his thoughts into a dull de
lirium.
His ears were roaring and his senses
swimming, hunger stung relentlessly at the pit
of his stomach, and someone had tied weights to
his feet—he could hardly move them !
Romeny felt that he must stop here, to lie
down in the soft powdered ruins by the road.
Sleep would erase that knifing pain—for a short
time at least—and it would revive the body that
he had driven to the breaking point in his fren
zied determination to get home. He had no idea
how long he had been walking. His first thought
as he had stumbled away from the dugout had
been to get as far from there and from war itself
as possible. If only he could find a place where
there was shelter and quiet, he had thought. Then
he had remembered home. That was where he
could find shelter and quiet! He would go home!
And now he was home, wasn't he? He had no
way of knowing that this was home—he had been
too bewildered and numbed to be sure of the way
—but somehow his weary feet had brought him
here, and he felt certain that it was. There was
an inner voice that told him so and cried it out
incessantly until even the dull indifference of his
14

delirium accepted it as truth. It must have been
the driving power of his determination that had
brought him back—as in a dog that has strayed
away. But he was here at last! That was all
that counted. Home!
He dragged on for a few more tedious blocks
until he found a large piece of stone at the edge
of what had been the town square. He sat down,
resting his head in his bleeding hands. Home!
But it wasn t quiet enough—the sound of big
guns at the front was not yet far enough away
he wanted to be alone, away from everything!
He felt a fierce hatred for the uniformed figures
that moved about him so busily in the ruins.
I hen he was dimly aware of one of these figures
coming toward him.
Through the fog of his
thoughts he felt an arm on his shoulder.
He looked up into a tired, expressionless face.
He noticed the bars on the fellow's sleeve.
"C'mon," the sergeant said, mistaking Romeny
for one of his own men. "Get going. No time for
loafing here; we've got a lot to do!"
Romeny stared at the man for a moment, hold
ing out his raw hands. This man looked hungry,
too. He could just hear the officer's voice— like
a voice speaking in the far end of a large empty
room. \\ ith difficulty, he concentrated on what
the man had said. He must answer him, say
something! Get going? Romeny struggled to
form words.
"I'm tired," he pleaded. "Rest, rest—just a
moment!" It was the first time he had spoken
in hours, and the strange hollowness in his voice
startled him.
The sergeant was gruff. "All right," he mut
tered, "but hurry it up!"
I he man moved away. Romeny tried to focus
his eyes on the things about him. He stared ahead
unseeingly for a time, and then his features ex
pressed utter bewilderment. Home? This wasn't
home! Romeny's eye swept the garbled land
scape listlessly. Home? This was just a place
where someone had dumped a lot of wrecked
buildings.
I his wasn t home, this was a junk
heap!
And yet, the idea that he was home persisted.
He felt, unexplainably, that his journey was com
pleted. All of that walking, those hours of anguish
(Continued on page 20)
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FIRST OF ALL, WE FELLOWS
WANT MILDNESS IN A
PIPE TOBACCO; YET WE LIKE
TASTY SMOKING,TOO.
PRINCE ALBERT GIVES US
BOTH. ITS EXTRA-MILD
WITH GOOD, RICH BODY!
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A SNOW MAN
OUGHT TO
HAVE A COOL
SMOKE, SO ,
PRINCE ALBERTS
JUST THE
THING/
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TRY P. A. ON THIS
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MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!
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Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince
Albert. If you don't find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked,
return the pocket tin with the rest of
the tobacco in it to us at any time with
in a ihonth from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage.
(Signed ) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C.
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J IF HE COULD, I'LL BET HE'D L
APPRECIATE PRINCE ALBERTS
]
SMOOTH, BITELESS SMOKING AND
RICH, TASTY BODY.'

TOO BAD HE CAN'T TASTE
THE PRINCE ALBERT
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HOLD ON. f
CHUBBINS,L
WE'RE TAKING
A A CURVE/
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HERE IS WINTER'S ETERNAL WELL, DAD,
THERE - ALL HE NEEDS
IS YOUR PIPE, DAD, TO ,
LET'S MAKE
SURRENDER TO SPRING.
WINTER FRIENDS
MAKE HIM LOOK REAL J
LOOK AT THIS BRAVE
LINE OF FLOWERS ONLY WITH SPRING.WE'LL ' CONTENTED r—3=r—
•^BUILD A SNOW MAN
A LITTLE WAY FROM
W
m
THAT GLACIER
V/A AND GIVE HIM A
M POSEY OF THESE
1
lAfPRETTY BLOSSOMS

.V'
SOME FUN.
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NOW THERE ARE 28
GLACIERS FLOWING FROMfc?S?3^
.<^3 ITS EXTINCT CRATER V
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YES-AND I UNDERSTAND
SOME OF THESE RIVERS
OF ICE MOVE DOWN THE
MOUNTAIN AS MUCH AS
^ 18 INCHES A DAY
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;

50

pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every 2-oz.
tin of Prince Albert
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RINCE ALBERT

ALSO
TRY ROLLING
YOUR OWN
WITH P. A.

THE NATIONAL
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By Hugh R. Lawrence
SO GREAT A MAN—David Pilgrim-Macmillan
and Co. Limited, St. Martin's St., London—8|6.
This novel, the best-seller of the Christmas
holidays, covers from ten to eleven months in
the life of Napoleon, from March, 1808, to Janua
ry, 1809. This was the period in which he decided
to suppress the Bourbon dynasty in Spain and
thus committed himself to a policy which would
ultimately destroy him.
Portrayal of Napoleon in a fiction work is an
enterprise which may be undertaken in many dif
ferent ways. The method here adopted assumes
that he is too great a figure to be confined within
the limits of any simple or consistent presentation,
and that the sum total of effect that he had upon
his generation will best become evident by allow
ing him to be viewed successively by those who
came in touch with him. None of the important
characters in the story is fictitious, and every one,
including the Emperor himself, speaks in his own
voice and appears in his own habit as he actually
lived.
Napoleon is shown in relation to the persons
through whose minds the story is unfolded. We
see him through the eyes of Waleska who loved
him, of Duroc and Savory who served him faith
fully, of Talleyrand who betrayed' him, of
Josephine who struggled to retain him, of the
soldier who fought for him, of those who lived
nearest him and furthest away.
"Talleyrand gave a patient shrug as he passed
through.
" 'How unfortunate,' he murmured, 'that so
great a man should have been so badly brought
up.' "
Let us see what Marie Waleska thought: "He
stood on the further side of the room looking back
at her. She resisted the impulse to go to him.He
was more than her lover. O.ften she had
watched him lying beside her, delivered
up, but yet quite incredibly, the ruler of
half the world. He could not be treated
as an ordinary man. She had to love
him in a strange disparate fashion, her
love breaking continually on the thought
December 1937
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that her responses might affect the fate of nations,
so that her impulse to accept the moment it came
was spoiled and checked."
David Pilgrim has written a glamorous, dra
matic and completely absorbing novel. Pie has
accomplished the considerable feat of portrajfing
the Emperor in a work of fiction without contract
ing or distorting a figure who "embodied in his
own person all the romantic qualities of the most
romantic period of modern times." We see genius
in action, the incarnate doctrine of power al
ternately rising to the heights, and descending to
the basest subterfuge. As Emperor, soldier,
statesman, administrator, lover and commentator
on men and things, Napoleon moves through this
tale in his historic person, and speaks in his
historic voice; the voice now of a prophet, now
of a charlatan. The author's portrait is admirable.
Inevitably Napoleon dominated this book, but
between his appearances in the fiesh are fairly
long intervals in which the interest of the tale is
perfectly sustained by the experiences of the rest
of the characters, reflecting the Emperor through
their thoughts and actions, and by the march of
events.
He is shown as a man, curiously, yet truly
enough, lacking in speech which is equal in style
and substance. In turn, he is shallow, profound,
shrewd, ingenuous, laconic, verbose, simple,
pretentious, swift, stimulating or infinitely tedious,
and he quickly passes from live thought to dead
commonplace, or from a usual swift economy of
utterance to the rhetoric which he often impressed
upon the vulgar or imposed upon himself.
It may be said that a more complete picture of
so short a period in the life of the "man of destiny"
could not be recorded. Pilgrim's work wins its
merits, not only as a rather accurate chronicle,
but as a rich gallery of paintings—scenes from
a play on the stage of history. His characters ac
complish what they really did in life, but
they are "dressed-up, made-up," so that
they radiate as legitimate actors do. They
create impressions, lasting ones. The hero
and the heroine play their roles, and the
minor characters build them up and break
them down in the course of the book.
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kead "So Great a Man." It will hold your in
terest, and yet, you may know that more truth
than fiction is written therein.
FOREVER ULYSSES—C. P. Rodocanaclii—
Viking Press — $2.50.
Mr. Rodocanachi, who is himself a retired
soldier of fortune, has drawn a striking parallel
between the Homeric legend of Odysseus and the
life of the modern "mystery man" of Europe, Sir
Basil Zahrofif, who is himself a famous Greek,
1 his parallel takes form in the hero of Rodoca
nachi s book as a contemporary character named
Ulysses, who left home at the age of six to begin
an immensely interesting career that was to take
him to distant places and was to culminate at his
death sixty-five years later in his canonization, in
magnificent funeral tributes paid him in Greece
and England and in his leaving an enormous for
tune behind him.
What he did in the years between provides a
fascinating story. He lived a varied, uncertain life,
first becoming a great African trader, a renowned
British spy, then, losing all that, making a fortune
in America from cigarettes, industry, and actually
serving to precipitate the World War.
The work, never dull, flows along at a rapid
pace, and is made very readable by Rodocanachi's
almost flawless
style. He is given to making
pertinent reflections upon characteristics of the
Greek race that are interesting and give one a
new outlook on the qualities and potentialities of
the modern Greeks. Read "Forever Ulysses" by
all means, if your taste runs to fictional biography.
TALE OF BALI—Vicki
Doran and Co.—$2.75.

Baum—Doubleday

Bali, as we usually read of it, is an island famed
for its beautiful scantily-clad natives, its jasmine,
and its romance. A story, then, of a Bali that is
realistic and has played its part in history, should
certainly place Bali in an interesting new light.
1 his is just what V icki Baum has done in her
latest book, recently published. She has built her
story around a young Balinese named Pak, who,
a realist, is injured by actions of his hereditary
prince. When in 1904 Bali is attacked by the
Dutch, who want the Prince to pay for a looted
vessel, Pak is one islander who does not follow
his leader into a suicidal attack of two thousand
men against the well-armed Dutch. Consequently
he, the realist, survives the more romantic and
sentimental of his people.
Miss Baum has based her book upon old manu
scripts, using a free concept of the real history
of Bali, and the result is a book that is well written,
moves swiftly, and is worth reading for the differ
ent Bali it portrays.
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An Adventure in Red
(Continued from page 8)

minutes after my ship had put out. I cursed Fritz
with every name I could remember in German and
English with a little French thrown in.
"Would Excellency desire a room?" said Fritz,
just as though we had missed a sightseeing bus.
Never mind that. I'll find the room later. Just
take me some place where I can get some beer and
then get the devil out of my sight."
Fritz took me to the quaint tavern on the
Ifiace de Gustave Flaubert where he and his friend
had planned to meet. He left me there and I soon
saw the two of them walk out arm in arm. Left
to my own resources, I sat there drinking beer for
about three hours, and ended up by singing Ameri
can college songs for several bar flies, who enjoyed
the beer I bought them more than my company.
1 finally
broke away. Or rather, my friends
broke away first—when
I gave them the impres
sion that 1 was out of funds. As I was leaving to
look for a hotel I was met at the door of the tavern
by a newsboy who waved a paper in my face and
shouted "Extra! Extra!" The hurried glance I
got of the headline was enough to make me catch
my breath and reach in my pocket for some small
change. I hen, with my own paper in my hands,
I read that headline and the story beneath it, which
'in English would read:
S. S. CITY OF LONDON
ROCKED BY EXPLOSION
Special Bulletin:—Only' one hour
at sea, the S. S. City oj London was
rocked late this afternoon by a mys
terious explosion in one of its state
rooms. Fortunately, the room was
unoccupied, although it had been re
served for one Harry G. Crocker,
whom authorises have so far been
unable either to locate or to identify.
It has been rumored in official circles
that Josef Stolvoy, Dictator of Maltavia, had planned to make the trip
to America, incognito, in order to gain
financial support in that country. If
either Stolvoy or the mysterious Mr.
Crocker had taken passage aboard
tht City of London he would almost
certainly have met death in his state
room.
Authorities are now investigating
the probability of some sinister. .

A cold sweat had broken out on my forehead. I
brushed it aside with the palm of my hand, and
looked up to see Fritz and his old friend moving
down the street towards me.
"Hey! I shouted, "Fritz! you old sonuva gun!"
HIKA for

*T&

>

•

m

3S
M
-™58
I

7 4

.Vi

*:

L«

1
2 4

«*

V

>

y-

/

-

•

wr

*

i

A

5V

*

If

* v:

WAW^E

e«!

tssflRspB!^&HN
m
r*il*,Js5xi^sf -JtKSL** V: *xi?tA .N^«teT*sO¥KS*-.%» *

*.w#

_a__

HE

i

£

,,,
;
; v>.

b'A

tV

i?€
'*>*1
»3

f

^ 4

!£!.

{BY*!
SR*^ Sal

si

.?

rAj

~f-;;

1

138 X* «*£fr .,'•>•#1

WF
• Jp**s

E,.

>«

I i;

7w%?

»

si
«•

£

&' y

x

*£>*

%:

t

m

4^
r&

!U

yw?

&

,

.1

•i

1

i

"T
~.

zS$S5lxA
;
«iH

BEXLEY HALL

,."s

CONFESSIO AMANTIS
And now the sacrificial river flows with mud;
The locomotive's screaming rends the air,
And I alone amid my years forsee the flood—
But not quite- -Joe and Tom take time to stare
loo, unglassed, at the public burning of the sun:
Defiance creaks two-jointed at the wheel;
1 he requisitioned ox needs less to stun
The hand that strokes, and bruises with its heel.
The themes of ball engross the daily mind;
Teruel and Linz brigade and border-customs,
But memories of the map that tourists find,
And hence without significance to us—
Our occupational dysent'ry is texts;
Concern, the peace-time study of the loss
In minor prestige

But Gordon knew

The regions of the physical in waste,
(As Empson said, the theme of tragedy)
And Vinton, adolescent, foolishly
Compared materials, forgetting fire.
Fascisti winds sway pines impaled upon this hill
In democratic days when War was still
Phallic satisfaction among his Mormon brides;
Tut War, Apollyon immortality, elides
Coincidence with period, and derives
A foolish honor; that chastity of wives
Whose child—and I must confess unwillingly
That I am second cousin—cannot see,
Because his father's syphilitic sin,
Scab'rous with sores, took refuge in his skin.

ANSWERS TO INTELLIGENCE TEST
1. — a.

5. — d.

2. — e.
3. — b.
4. — b.
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8. — c.

Shellshock
(Continued from page fourteen)

that were so horrible he couldn't recall them, had
brought him here. Now he had no urge to go
farther—he had found rest! This must be where
he had lived before—before all this! And yet,
things looked so different in such a mess. All
he could see was the chalky, suffocating haze in
the air, and jagged, shell-torn buildings on either
side.
He put his hand to his head. Funny! His head
was sticky, too. 1 hat meant blood. Strange that
he hadn't noticed it before. He wanted to feel
frightened, he wanted to worry about himself.
Maybe he was going to die! He should be afraid
of dying, but he wasn't—there wasn't time. Every
thing was like that. He felt numb to everything—
and just empty inside!
Komeny looked about the square. There were
still a few trees and a torn plot of grass at its
center, an oasis in a desert of crumbled buildings,
tie had helped to unveil a statue on that square
once, hadn t he? V hy couldn't he remember
things clearly? Romeny wanted to scream. God, it
it was terrible! And worse than that, he couldn't
even make out people anymore-—that was how
far it had gone! All he could see was figures
stirring around him—figures, not people—dim,
blurred figures!
One of them moved his way. Romeny squinted
to make out its face, and then got up. It was the
sergeant coming back. Romeny didn't want to
get up, but he knew he'd have to bluff the officer
away. He had to pretend he was going back to
work. He braced himself, his hands against the
cold rock, and got uncertainly to his feet. Lord—
it took him years to get up, and even when he
finally made it he wasn't quife sure that he was
standing. He didn't seem to be—he seemed to
be floating about, his feet off the earth. He must
if he were standing.
The officer tame nearer. "Going, just going
now, ' iRomeny mumbled as he staggered past the
sergeant and on his way, "Back to work. Yeah—'
that's it—work!"
Romeny moved aimlessly down the street. I'
realized suddenly that he was a deserter for leav
ing the front. Probably it had been a fool thing
to do. He d be shot for this if they found him.
Shot! He didn't care. Let them shoot him! Let
them shoot him and then go on fighting like fool
until they all got blown to hell or died of starv*
tion! It was always like that, wasn't it? You
either got knocked off quickly, or if you were
lucky enough to live through the firing they made
sure that you were killed by starving you ! Starv
ing was a great way to die—it was so slow! He'd
HIKA for

seen them starving for days now—there at the
front! He'd seen them scrapping over pieces of
dead horse flesh!
He'd rather be shot than die
that way. Being shot was more decent, especially
the deserter's death before a firing squad! Decent K
If his mother—
His mother? Mother? There was something
about his mother that he should remember. What
was it? It was important, he knew that! If only
that damned brain of his would work—if he still
had a brain! Think, Romeny, think!
Ah, that was it! That was why he had come
all this way—wounded and dazed. He hadn't
come to see these shattered buildings and the
ghostly figures
that danced in the streets! He
had come to see his mother! He supposed he
should start right out to find her, after coming
all this way. He worshipped his mother! Funny,
though—he was listless and hadn't the ambition
to look for her! He didn't want to stumble about
the streets. He wanted to rest instead! He'd
look for her later.
But what was that? A noise he had not heard
before grated in his ears and demanded his atten
tion. ELe wished everyone would shut up. He
wished everyone else in the world were dead—
then it would be quiet! This noise was someone
screaming. Didn't people know any better than
to scream like that in public? He'd have to teach
them better manners—he'd have to tell them, so
that it would be quiet again!
He struggled toward the sound. He had to
squint to make out a dirty child huddled in an
alleyway, a soldier standing over her. The child
was gaunt, bedraggled, and looked as though she
hadn't eaten for days. Romeny approached and
looked questioningly at the soldier and then down
at the now weeping child.
"Don't—don't, quit that!" he commanded. "I
can't stand it!"
The child reached out and tugged imploringly
at his torn pantleg. She dug the chubby little
fingers of one hand through the thickness of his
wool breeches and sniveled piteously as she looked
np at him through tearstained eyes. With the other
hand she pressed a miserable little dog into the
Protecting folds of her blouse. The little mongrel
shivered and snuggled closer to its mistress. The
soldier stood nearby, pitying but relentless.
'Help me, mister?" The little girl had a mute
plea in her eyes.
Now what in hell? thought (Romeny. Help
her? 1 he little girl had asked him to help her.
How could he help her—he couldn't even help
himself!
He's come to take my doggie away." She indi(Continued on page 22)
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NEW TAP ROOM
UNDER HOTEL CURTIS
Kadette Radio Headquarters
$9.95 and up

BENNETTS HARDWARE
307 S. MAIN ST.
"SAY IT WITH FLOWERS'

SHARP'S
Phone 895

C. H. DEITRICH
JEWELER
29 E. Gambier Street
OHIO

MT. VERNON

GAR-WILL GRILL
Across from the Vine
Beer and Wine

Frank E. Kirby & Co.
WALL PAPER

PAINT

Knecht-Feeney Electric Company
25 Years of Complete Electric Service
Phone 444

6 S. Main St.

Soda Grill and Candy Shop in Connection
Private Dining Room for Parties
Established in 1911

THE ALCOVE RESTAURANT
Breakfast to 9:30 A. M.
Luncheon 11 to 2:30 P. M.
Dinner 5 to 9:00 P. M.
Special Sunday Dinner 11 A. M. to 9:00 P. M.
All Food Prepared and Cooked by Women
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Phone 157
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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Among Our Contributors
(Continued, from page 21)

William P. Gram, although no longer a student
.it Kenyon, will continue to contribute poems
for publication from time to time, He has a collection of several hundred written during his se
mester on the Hill. This month in addition to
another poem we print a short story of an unusual
nature by him.
Francis H. Boyer, a senior at Kenyon and Edi
tor of this year s Collegian, makes his first appear
ance in Hika this month. Frank has been presi
dent of the local chapter of Tan Kappa Alpha,
national forensic fraternity, since its inception in
1936.
The Rt. Rev. Philander Chase, D. D., is by no
means a new name to Hika. About this first
Bishop of Ohio and founder of Kenyon articles
have appeared in the past. For the present color
ful essay we are indebted to Dr. William Peters
Reeves.
Frank Harshman Miller has written an interest
ing story about the affairs of the heart of a college
student whose sweetheart has forsaken him for
another.

The Alphabet and Us
Strangers, on handling their first copy of Hika,
are usually at a loss to know whether to call the
magazine Hyka, Hicka, or Heeka. This does not
surprise us. We have often wondered, though,
how our distinctive name impresses them. Of
course, not being Kenyon men, they don't know
that Hika came oi lginally from an old Keny (>n
cheer which always follows the singing" of the
"Thrill."
When we were home during a recent vacation
one of these strangers, pouring over one of our
issues, volunteered that perhaps Hika was the ab
breviation for the title of some Kenyon organiz
ation, i. e., one whose purpose it was to "Hold
the Interest of Kenyon Alumni?" We passed off
the remark with a laugh and thought no more of
it at the time. But it later occurred to us that
perhaps, to be in keeping with the spirit of the
times, we should not utterly disregard the "initial"
possibilities of our name. Perhaps Gambier too
should have its sets of initials to represent various
departments of the college, we thought. So to
someone who will hit upon just the right name for
an organization for which H-I-K-A can stand,
congratulations! — Now all that we ask is that he
keep it to himself.
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Shellshock
(Continued, from page 21)

cated the sullen soldier, who shifted nervously
from one foot to another. The child went back to
consoling the puppy, stroking its head and trying
to keep it under cover of the dirty folds of her
tattered apron. "See," she demanded of Romeny,
"see how scared my doggie is? You mustn't cry,
Blackie." She bent down and rubbed her wet nose
in the puppy's fur. "Can't you do something?"
she sobbed. "Why do they want to take Blackie
away from me ?"
Romeny shook his head dazedly. He turned 1111steadily to the soldier. "Can't you leave this kid
alone ( Why do you wanna take the dog away?"
The soldier shrugged. "We must have food," he
answered, his disgust fringed in spiritless submis
sion.
"Food?" iRomeny was slow to grasp the signifi
cance of the other's words. "What, you mean
they're gonna eat the dog? People don't eat dogs."
The soldier looked at him as calmly as he could.
"Every bit of food has been eaten. The fields have
been destroyed; no one could grow anything on
them now." His voice was vague, flat.
So now, dogs pet dogs."'
Romeny felt a
nausea rising in his brain. He struggled to keep
his mind clear. They couldn't eat a little girl's
dog! He almost succeeded in feeling disgusted,
but that emptiness within him smothered even
that last emotion. "B-but horses—mules?" lie sug
gested.
"All gone." The soldier's calmness left him sud
denly. "Oh, that isn't the worst of it. I've seen
them bring in bodies of some of those poor devils
who died out there—some of my buds—" He
stopped here, and looked down nervously at the
child, who was feverishly petting the little dog
and consoling it, quite oblivious of what he was
saying.
Whaddaya mean?" Romeny hated the soldier
didn't make things plain enough. What the
deuce was the man driving at?
1 he soldier Smiled a tired bitter smile. "War
is inhumane. It eats and eats and destroys every
thing. It drains every last bit of decency out of
humanity. Food is short; we must make use of
every available supply. Sometimes they even—well,
when a man is killed on the battlefield—"
Romeny s dazed mind cleared long enough to
see a picture of a dugout—his company's dugout
at the fiont, and of the torn bodies of his buddies
lying there just as he had last seen them.
Oh, ' he said hollowly.
The soldier moistened his thick, dry lips. "After
all, the men are dead. I suppose they are serving
a good cause." He stood there a full minute
while nothing was said, and then turned to the
HIKA for

little girl. "C'mon, sis," he said abruptly, taking
the dog from her, "I gotta do it." The dogwrithed and whimpered in its captors arms, but
the soldier strode resolutely away. Romeny stoock
by, a dumb witness to the whole affair.
The child looked after the departing figure a
moment, then sank down, hopeless, on a pile of
debris. "He's gone," she wept. "Blackie's gone.
The bad man took him away." She looked at
Romeny, bitter condemnation in her eyes. "Why
did you let him do it?" she demanded. "Why did
you you let him take Blackie away? You could
have stopped him and you didn't! I—I hate you,
you wicked man!" Burying her head in her lap,
she wailed, and her sharp young voice pierced
Romeny's deadening heart.
Romeny couldn't bear it. That child, her dog,
the soldier! The little girl had called him wicked.
Well, he probably was wicked, but what could
he have done? He looked again at the despairing
girl, and left without a word.
He reeled aimlessly through the town, the
soldier's words ringing in his ears. No, it couldn't
be true; not even war could drive civilized people
to that. Well, they wouldn't get him.
Civilized people! That was a laugh! a big laugh!
Desolation, heartbreak, and now—Lord, it couldn't
be! No — war was just a monster; a monster
that devoured all it saw!
Romeny began to laugh, a wild, reckless laugh.
It was all so simple. If war was a monster, it
couldn't devour him if it couldn't find him, could
it? He'd run away—that was it—hide somewhere,
where even war couldn't see him!
His listlessness left him suddenly. Romeny
started to run. He ran down the street through
the wreckage of buildings, stumbling blindly over
torn pavement.
He must keep running—even
with that pain stabbing at his head, with his whole
being screaming for rest! Run—on and on until
he escaped this monster! It was right behind
him now, it's hot breath 011 the back of his neck.
But it wouldn't catch him, oh no! He was too
smart. He knew where safety and freedom were.
I hey were out there—over the rest of that hill
" in the country!
How fast he was running! Objects on either
side rushed by, and the wind whistled, through
his ears. Never before had Romeny run so fast!
He dashed 011 past uniformed guards at the edge
of town. One of them commanded him to halt.
Halt? With that monster waiting to crush him?
V ith war stretching out its bleeding arms to
smother him ? With a black canopy hovering over
ins head, waiting only until he stopped to descend
°n him? Oh, no! He'd just run faster; the
soldiers were trying to trap him. They were help
in s' war, weren't they? He ran madly on toward
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L. C. PENN
Everything in Music and Records
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11 W. VINE ST.

PHONE 548

the crest of the hill, where a clear sky and freedom
beckoned him away to the country.
The sergeant of the guards spoke harshly to a
soldier. "Poor devil's gone mad. Shoot him!" he
clipped.
The soldier brought his rifle to his shoulder.
There was a sharp report and a thin line of blue
smoke issued from the barrel of the gun. The
figure
ahead stopped in its flight,
threw up its
hands, and pitched forward, face down—its head
pointing toward the hill.
"Get him," the sergeant commanded.
Then,
as the men hesitated,"—"Or would you rather
starve ?"
And the soldiers started out toward the still
figure in the dust.
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